Wounded Hearts 


by Thegirlwhoneverf orgot 


Category: When Calls the Heart 
Genre: Drama, Hurt-Comfort 
Language: English 

Characters: Abigail S., Elizabeth T., Jack T. 

Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-16 18:42:42 
Updated: 2016-04-16 18:42:42 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 16:56:54 
Rating: K+ 

Chapters : 1 
Words : 3,529 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Spoilers for season 3 finale! Missimg scene towards the end 
where Jack recovered. Might throw some Hamilton drama into it... A 
Jack recovery story! Requested by theamazingace . 


Wounded Hearts 
Wounded Hearts 1 

**Simple as this: Tag/ missing scene to season 3 finale of When Calls 
the Heart. With a simple "Jack recovered" and all's unicorns and 
rainbows. However, a request came in and wadya know, I'm gonna fill 
that scene. Let's see how hard it really is to recover from pneumonia 
and "bad bruising" especially in the 1913 's. I own nothing.** 

His heart was racing. It had been nudging to pushing when the mud 
slide happened. Then push went to shove when he witnessed a miner's 
death. He finally felt like he was being dragged along when Jesse 
informed of the flood threat that imposed on the settlement. He could 
feel his heart beat along with the horse's pounding feet. He 
approached the settlement to see wagons loaded with people. Elizabeth 
came around the wagon with a stricken look on her face, managing to 
splutter out an explanation of a missing child by the river. He 
assured her safety and took off, his heart beating faster. 

Upon arriving at the river he could see Jesse's concern. He could see 
the panic. "Maggie!" he called, pulling on his role as a protector. 
He'd find her. She'll be safe. "Maggie!" He caught sight of movement. 
There she was picking up her teddie bear. She looked towards the call 
of her name. He sighed in relief; she was okay. "Stay there!" he 
instructed. "I'm coming to you!" He urged his horse to the river when 
it reared back in ignorance of its command. Startled, he grasped for 
the reigns, trying to hold on. His heart beat faster. He lost his 
grip and he was seeing the sky and everything seemed to stop. The 
blood rushed to his ears as he collided with the ground. Everything 
went dark. 



Maggie was so grateful of Opal to let her borrow Brownie. She had so 
much fun with him that the least she could do to repay her kindness 
was to make sure the bear was safe. She couldn't understand the 
danger she had put herself in, though. She heard her name being 
called and looked to see Constable Jack, as the other children 
referred to. He was on his horse on the other side of the river and 
he had that look on his face like Maggie's mother when they 
encountered a wild skunk. He was scared and a part of her became 
scared too. "I'm coming to you!" he explained in as a calm a manner 
as the man could try. She watched him urge the horse to the river 
where it reared back like in a picture of a wild horse she saw. 
Failing to hold on, he fell to the ground tumbling over the incline, 
and into the river. 

Now she was scared. Her hero had fallen. She was still in danger, 
what could she do? She took several steps forward to help but then 
hesitated. What should she do? Maybe she could wake him up. Rushing 
water reached her ears and she saw big waves like ones from the 
ocean, tumble down the river. She watched with wide eyes as they 
swept over the Mounty and he disappeared. For fear of her life and 
his; she screamed. 

It had been only a couple hours since they evacuated the settlement 
and they had just got to town. Elizabeth, having helped where she 
could with people, also searched for Maggie and Jack. Where had they 
gone? She tried not to think the worst but she chided herself. 

Nothing happened. Jack had his horse and the river hasn't broken 
yeta€ 1 has it? She swallowed the lump in her throat and started 
asking questions. A distinct neigh broke the chatter and hustle and 
she turned. She saw the floppy hat, the horse, Maggie, but the man 
was not the same. Her heart beat faster. She ran to the pair's side. 
The man let the girl down. 

"The settlement's flooded," he confirmed. "Everything's gone. Eound 
this one wandering the trail." Elizabeth glanced to the girl and 
kneeled in front of her. She could see fright in her eyes as she 
clutched the bear tight. 

"Have you seen Constable Thornton?" she asked. Maggie sniffled. 

"The water took him away, " she whimpered. Her heart stopped. It felt 
like it did. She felt like her heart was gone. Like Jack. No, don't 
think that way. She still has to find him. She ran towards one of the 
horses that were tethered. 

"What are you doing?" Erank questioned. 

"I need anyone who has a horse to follow me," she ordered and 
mounted, riding out of town not waiting for anyone. She tried to keep 
the tears out of her eyes. She felt for her own pulse. It was there, 
but somehow, she still felt like her heart was gone. 

She came to the riverside. It looked like there was rushing water 
here earlier, but most of it had receded, it was just a fast current. 
She noticed a horse in the trees nearby and saw the saddle empty. She 
swallowed. "Jack!" she called. She started searching the banks of the 
river. Other men who had followed started to do the same. She heard 
his name all around her in different voices but she wanted to hear 
her own name in his. She trumped through the woods pushing aside 



trees and rubble with Pastor Frank behind her. She heard him catch 
his breath with a curse which was probably not very Godly. She caught 
sight of him in the river. He was thrown over a tree limb, soaked and 
still. She had never seen him so still before. She could feel her 
heartbeat pick up. Her heart was found again and it was aching and 
hurting anda€ 1 dying. It was a haze as she crashed through the trees 
towards him. She splashed into the water and fell on her knees beside 
him. "We found him!" she cried desperately. His face was so pale, 
small scratches here or there. She had never seen blood on him before 
and it scared her now. She called his name softly trying to bring him 
back. She heard Frank's confirmation of a pulse but there was little 
relief. He just wasn't moving. Lee was by their side a moment later 
and they heaved Jack onto the bank. Jesse came nearby and knelt 
beside the Mounty. Lee looked up at Frank who was saying something in 
a low tone. He stood and he took Elizabeth aside, and when she 
realized what he was doing she fought. She couldn't be separated from 
him. Not now. Not again. 

"He just needs some room," Lee tried, pulling her back. "Just hold 
on. He'll be okay. Let's get his horse." Elizabeth couldn't peel her 
eyes away from the frozen figure on the bank of the river. A couple 
other men came to help while others fetched the horse. She stopped 
fighting Lee, but didn't go anywhere else and watched as they tried 
to wake him up. Someone gestured to his hands and Erank shook his 
head. Jesse leaned down to listen to his breath and said something in 
Erank' s ear. They looked at each other for a second in fright, when 
Jesse then gave several pounds to Jack's chest. Elizabeth gasped and 
started forward again but Lee was there to stop her. 

"Hea€l" she tried, utterly lost for words. Lee shushed her, trying to 
calm her. It was after a moment Jack moved, coughing and spluttering. 
Erank and Jesse helped him move but Jack had grown still soon after. 
They tapped his face and tried waking him up but he wouldn't wake. 
Jesse directed the other men and Jack's horse was brought up. 
Elizabeth had seen enough. She turned and headed back to her horse, 
Lee behind her. 

"Elizabeth, " he called. She stopped to listen when she reached her 
horse. She was fighting back her tears and Lee just hugged her again. 
"We're bringing him home," he assured. "He can fight this. We all 
can." Elizabeth said nothing and mounted her horse as men came 
through the trees with Jack slung over his horse and Erank guiding 
it. Lee offered to help and mounted behind Jack and kept him 
supported. Erom there, they rode to town. 

Abigail, Charlotte, and Rosemary were cooking in the kitchen. Despite 
being so busy, the women were quiet. The instant they heard shouting 
and horses they ditched their tasks and rushed outside to see all the 
men and Elizabeth return safely with one more; Jack. Rosemary gasped 
at the sight, and Charlotte was paralyzed in shock. Abigail pushed 
past her fear and ran to help. Eaith came runnin with her bag as she 
had seen their arrival from the saloon. A makeshift stretcher was 
brought out and a small crowd gathered as Jack was laid upon it and 
taken inside. Abigail helped Jack's mother and ex into the cafA© 
before closing the door and shutting out the world to face her 
current problem. She guided Erank and Lee upstairs into Elizabeth's 
bedroom that had the spare. She could hear the quiet crying of 
Elizabeth and Charlotte downstairs and the soft words from Jesse and 
Clara . 



As the men set Jack down, he hissed shortly and a small groan was 
heard. A tight wince remained on his face as he was settled in. Faith 
started her examination immediately. She asked the men questions and 
they answered shortly and honestly. "These bruises look like he was 
beat," she commented. "What happened?" She didn't bother looking up 
as she continued to assess. 

"He was breathing, but not well, " Frank admitted. "We gave him a few 
knocks to get it out of his system." Faith hummed in 
acknowledgment . 

"Thank you, that is all," she replied shortly. No one was offended by 
her quick, snap reply. They all understood. Frank and Lee left 
nodding regards to Abigail and went downstairs. Any moment and 
Elizabeth would be up. 

"What is your take so far?" she asked. Faith looked up for a 
moment . 

"It's bad," she confessed. "I can understand the bruising on his 
chest, but without up-to-date hospital equipment, I don't know if 
he's broken or cracked any ribs. I would like to know because I want 
to know how bad he's susceptible to the pneumonia." 

Abigail gasped, "Pneumonia?" Faith nodded, and that's when Charlotte 
and Elizabeth appeared. 

Cody had been taking Rip around town trying to assure him to feel 
better like Rosemary suggested. But he was beginning to be very tired 
and he decided to go back to the cafA©. He came inside, wiped his 
shoes and Rip's paws then asked Abigail if he could take Rip 
upstairs. Abigail smiled and let him, reminding him to be quiet as 
Elizabeth and Jack were up there. Cody nodded and guided Rip 
upstairs. He took the dog to his room which was across the hall from 
the spare. He took the leash off of Rip and was about to take off his 
coat when Rip dashed out of the room. Cody panicked and dashed after 
him whispering for him to come back. He approached the spare room and 
looked inside. He saw Jack asleep in bed and Elizabeth beside him. 

Rip was creeping quietly around the side of the bed, but Cody barely 
noticed as he was trying to take in the image of the fallen Mounty. 
The still picture broke when Rip jumped up on the bed next to Jack's 
right side. Elizabeth jumped a little and Cody dashed in. "I'm 
sorry," he stuttered. Elizabeth smiled sweetly. 

"It's alright," she whispered. "Rip needed to see him." Cody glanced 
at Jack. 

"I'm not used to seeing him so still," he commented. Elizabeth 
sighed . 

"I know," she sympathized. Cody looked at the scratches on Jack's 
face and the slightly blue fingertips. 

"What's wrong with him?" he asked. 

"He has pneumonia, " she explained. "His hands are looking better, 
though . " 


"Is he going to wake up?" Cody questioned. Elizabeth sniffed, as if 
trying not to cry. 



"I don't know," she admitted. The two glanced at Rip when he gave a 
heavy sigh. They saw him curled up next to Jack's side in a 
protective manner and his head up on Jack's chest. 

"I'll come get him later," Cody said, then left. He felt like he 
needed to console with Abigail, and maybe find the answer he wanted 
to here: that everything was going to be okay. 

There was a brief time where he knew he was in danger but the pain 
and exhaustion wore him down. If he had opened his eyes, he had then 
closed them to darkness. 

Another slight memory. People were calling to him. Someone was crying 
out to him. Elizabeth. It was hard to breathe. Why could he barely 
breathe? Someone pounded on his chest on the pain intensified. He 
started coughing as a violating substance spluttered from his mouth. 
His eyes opened to the world to see the sky and overhanging trees. 
Frank, Jesse and a few other men were over him. He shifted to cough 
up the rest of the water that irritated his lungs. He rolled onto his 
back again and looked up at the sky. His eyes were already falling 
close. Someone tapped his cheek. "Not going anywhere," he assured, in 
a low, hoarse voice. There was a slight smile on Frank's face before 
everything disappeared. 

Despite being unconscious, it didn't mean the pain disappeared. He 
was aware of being laid over a horse. A protective hand on his back 
to keep him from falling. But his pain intensified, and then he 
remembered how he fell. Why he was by the river. Maggie. Was she 
safe? Did she get hurt? Had he failed? Of course he had failed, he 
never reached her. Nothing made sense anymore. He unwillingly 
retreated into himself further. 

Pain. Voices. Weeping. His center of gravity would shift 
occasionally . His chest hurt. Why did his chest hurt? His head ached. 
It hurt to breathe. He could breathe; it was just painful. He heard a 
soothing voice beside him. 

"_Remember our new year's resolution?" _He heard. He knew that voice. 
Elizabeth. _"Be patient. Be kind. Do not rush, and take our time."_ 
Jack wanted to laugh and he smirked. He could do this. She was 
there . 

"Don't take too long," he managed in a raspy voice. He hadn't 
realized how tired he was until he tried to speak. Until he tried to 
open his eyes. He groaned as he took a deeper breath and pried his 
eyes open. He drew another ragged breath as he looked up at her. She 
sat by his side on the bed, gazing at his face. Worry creased her 
face, that soon melted into joy. He couldn't get another word out as 
she embraced him with kisses. He drew a sharp breathe as his injuries 
were jostled. She apologized quickly before giving him another kiss. 
He smiled to himself. She stopped and they gazed at each other. She 
stroked the side of his face for a moment. 

She saw the weary pain in his eyes, but she could also see the 
delight. He could see hours of tension and anxiety in her eyes but it 
was soon gone in that moment of reunion. They shared one last kiss 
before Elizabeth stood. "Don't move," she urged. Jack raised a slight 
brow. She huffed. "How about don't give me that look?" Jack smirked, 
and then closed his eyes. Elizabeth hesitated before continuing out 



the door and rushing downstairs. She pulled open the door and ran out 
onto the steps in front of everyone that was there. The prayers 
ceased and everyone looked up. Frank turned around. Abigail and 
Charlotte looked distraught at her sudden appearance. "He's awake!" 
she announced with utmost glee. There was a short cheer and some 
people hugged each other. Charlotte, Abigail and Faith came up. Frank 
turned back towards the others . 

"Let's pray for thanks," he suggested and bowed his head. 

Faith and Elizabeth headed upstairs. Abigail was about to follow when 
she saw Charlotte's hesitation. She turned around. There were tears 
streaking Charlotte's face. She was crying. Abigail said nothing as 
she went to embrace her in a friendly hug. There was nothing to be 
said. It was tears of joy. 

When they went upstairs, they found Faith running a brief checkup on 
Jack. He was propped up by a few extra pillows, the cloth removed 
from his face. His eyes were closed until he heard more footsteps and 
greeted the two women with a small smile. Elizabeth sat on the other 
bed. Rip lay beside her. Charlotte came around the side of the bed, 
sitting lightly next to her son. He looked up at her with those soft, 
warm eyes, and she swallowed to keep herself from crying. She planted 
a soft kiss on his forehead, and held his hand and he didn't protest. 
She could still see the blue tinged fingertips and knew her son was 
ignoring them as well, but in the moment, she felt okay. 

She couldn't remember the last time she had felt so close to her 
son . 

When Elizabeth disappeared downstairs. Jack took a moment to assess 
himself. He realized he was in bed, in fact, he was in Elizabeth's 
old room. He pulled his arms from out of beneath the covers, in 
attempt to move a little. His hands hurt, his chest ached, and his 
head pounded. He saw his light blue fingers and his gut wrenched. 
Pneumonia. His head sunk into the pillows. He could fight this. He 
could get better. He took as deep a breath as he could manage, trying 
to calm himself. There was a cheer outside. He glanced at the window, 
hearing Erank's voice. "Let's prayaC 1 " 

Jack smiled to himself. Despite the mudslide, the deaths, the 
accident, the pneumonia, his faith in healing and the hope for the 
town and his love for Elizabeth was restored. 

"_Thank you for bringing healinga€l"_ 

He heard little paws on the floor, pattering towards him. A brief 
second of silence, then Rip jumped up onto the bed startling him. He 
grunted at the sudden movement, smarting his aching body. Rip 
whimpered apologies and curled up next him by side. Jack sighed and 
stroked the dog. 

"_Thank you for our Mounty, who has helped every soul here in a way 
or anothera€ 1 

Jack listened to the prayers that were rising up to the heavens. He 
thought about what the pastor was saying. He was just doing his 
joba€ 1 

"_Thank you for saving our friend. He means so much to this whole 



towna€ 1 

Jack swallowed. He had never heard someone say that to him. Ever. Not 
even his father. Not even his mother. He could see it, but no one had 
ever said it. Pride and blessings struck his heart hearing those 
words. Knowing that he belonged. Knowing that he was cared for as 
such . 

"_Please help our Constable make a full recoveryaC 1 

He heard a door open then close downstairs. He heard Rip heave a deep 
sigh and a slight weight fell on his side, indicating Rip had laid 
his head on his master's side. Jack lay there with his dog by his 
side trying to embrace the moment of peace but there was still that 
lingering fear of the unknown future and pain that itched at the back 
of his mind. "Jack, " a voice whispered. He opened his eyes that were 
unintentionally closed. Faith and Elizabeth were in the room. 

"I'm awake," he assured, voice hoarse from disuse. Faith smiled 
reassuringly . 

"I'm just going to run a quick check-up, " she explained. She checked 
his eyes, temp, blood pressure and other things that he hadn't 
bothered questioning. "Can you sit up?" she asked gently. Jack 
nodded, Elizabeth holding his hand helping him up as Faith put some 
more pillows behind him. He laid back down, releasing his painfully 
held breath. Faith lifted his shirt to examine the bruising beneath. 
She gently covered him up again after her quick assessment, and she 
checked his hands. He heard footsteps and opened his eyes. Charlotte 
came over to the other side of the bed and sat down next to him, 
holding his hand. He sighed. He knew the gravity of the situation but 
he was afraid that if he let that sink in, he wouldn't be as strong 
as he felt he needed to. He felt like he would stop fighting. His 
head leaned next to her side and she kissed him on the top of the 
head . 

"I've got you," she whispered. Jack closed his eyes to fall into a 
light sleep. 

**Hey yall! This is for the season 3 finale of When Calls the Heart! 
This was a request by theamazingace on tumblr and fanfiction so go 
check her out. We both shared the same thoughts: Jack whump and the 
missing scene. I mean come on, that would have been great to watch 
too. Why not make the finale as long as the premiere? Just a thought? 
Anyway, hope you like, chapter 2 is coming soon! I hope to throw in 
some TomaC 1 Maybe JulieaCl CharlesaC 1 . * * 

**Catch ya later!** 

** thegir Iwhonever forgot * * 


End 
f ile . 



